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Flowers From A Friend 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


My head was throbbing and it felt like someone was pounding on the back of it with a 2 x 4. What the hell 
possessed me to drink champagne with Ross anyway? Just because it was free? I've been around Lars far too 
long. And, bastard that he is, Ross, not Lars, was drinking bottled water all night. | hate drinking alone. Not that 


it stopped me or anything, just pissed me off. Which made me drink even more. 


And now here | am with the hangover from hell and that damn pounding again. | decided | needed to piss and 
forced myself out of bed. As | stumbled down the hall towards the bathroom, | realized the pounding wasn't in 
my head after all. At least not all of it. There was someone knocking at the kitchen door. Who the fuck was 
bothering me at this time of morning? A quick glance at the clock on the wall told me it was 2:00 pm. Shit. 


"l'm coming!" 

Screaming at the door made me wince in pain as | staggered down the stairs, still angry at being awakened. | 
jerked open the door, ready to kill whomever was standing there, and saw a pretty young girl holding a 
gorgeous basket of exotic flowers. 


"Are you Mr. Hammett?" 


Well, fuck. That made me feel old. Since my mouth felt like something died in it, | kept it shut and merely 
nodded yes at her. 


"These are for you. Can you sign here, please?" 

Flowers? For me? It isn't my birthday, why was someone sending me flowers? 

My still-not-awake brain couldn't seem to process that information. Nor, apparently, could it tell my hands to 
take the flowers from the poor delivery girl. She was still standing there looking at me like | was the 


neighborhood psycho. 


| finally managed to function enough to take the flowers from her before she threw them on the ground and 


bolted. 
"Uhhhh, thanks. Who are they from?" 
Note to self, stop talking when you are drunk or hung over. Now she really looked scared. 


"Yeah, never mind. Sorry. Hang on” 


| set the flowers on the kitchen counter and grabbed a $10 bill for the girl, handing it to her with a mumbled 
"thanks." 


| closed the door behind her and looked at the stumning flowers. The red Ginger Stems and orange and yellow 
Birds of Paradise reminded me of Hawaii, my favorite place to vacation. Nestled in the greenery was an 


envelope with my name hand printed on it. | didn't recognize the handwriting on it or the enclosed card. 


"Kirk. We've been friends for a long time, but | want to take it further. I'm keeping my identity a secret for 


now, but I'll tell you who | am if you kiss me during rehearsal tonight. A hint.l'm one of your bandmates." 


One of the guys wanted to date me? | needed a shower to clear my head so | could deal with this revelation. | 
headed back upstairs, the wonderful scent of the flowers following me. | turned the faucet as hot as | could 
stand it, and just let the stream run over my body, taking all thoughts down the drain with the water. 


Now that | was clean | headed back to the kitchen and made myself an egg sandwich. | think better on a full 
stomach. | sat at the counter and started trying to solve the mystery. Staring at the brightly colored flowers 
| thought of my three best friends, one at a time. 


Lars. We became instant friends the first time we met. | fell in love with him almost immediately, and we were 
lovers for many years. He stood by me when | was sick and everyone else gave up on me. | couldn't have 
survived those times without him. Then we decided to split up, but we still remained best friends. | think we 
always will be. Could it be him wanting to get back together as a couple? 


James. We didn't always get along. He kept his distance when | first joined the band, he was just too shy to 
open up to me. Then, after the accident, well, | know he blamed me. He told me so every chance he got. But 
since he went to rehab, he's a changed man. And not just the not drinking part. He's able to be open with his 
feelings now, he can hug me without flinching from my touch. Is he also opening up those kinds of feelings? I've 


always loved him, but | never thought he could feel that way about me. 


Rob. A mutual friend introduced us about ten years ago, and we really hit it off. We go surfing together and 
go to the movies and dinner. He even makes sure the restaurants we go to have something | can eat. While 
Lars and James make fun of me for being a vegetarian, Rob encourages me. And, he's so beautiful he literally 
takes my breath away. But I've never gotten any vibes from him that he was hot for me, so | don't think it's 


him. 


All this thinking brought back the headache, so | went back upstairs and swallowed some aspirin. It was time to 
change and head to rehearsal. Lars had something going on this afternoon so we couldn't start until 6:00. 

Pondering about the guys had given me no clue as to which one of them could be my secret admirer, so now | 
had to figure out what excuse | would need to kiss them all. Grabbing my keys, | sighed and headed to my car, 


hoping an idea would come to me on the drive. 

| looked at my watch as | pulled into the parking lot at the studio. 615. Great. The other cars are all here which 
means they've had to wait, and that means that James is gonna yell at me. Again Okay, so some things never 
change, not even with rehab. | jumped out, bringing Boris with me and hurried inside, hoping the confrontation 
would be minimal. 

"Nice of you to grace us with your presence, Kwirk" 

| looked over at James expecting him to be glaring, but instead he was grinning at me. 

| shrugged, trying not to show my relief. 


‘Sorry, James. | was taking a nap and woke up late." 


"More like sleeping off a hangover. | saw Ross' bitchy comments about you in his diary, Kirk. What were you 
doing out drinking with that prick anyway?" 


Lars snorted and bounced his way into the room. 

| ignored him and looked over at Rob. He was restringing his bass and hadn't even looked up as | entered. 
"Actually I'd still be asleep except that somebody sent me flowers and the delivery girl woke me up." 

| carefully watched all three of them for some sort of reaction. 

Nothing. 

"Who sent you flowers, Kwirk? Ross? You must have been real nice to him last night" 


James was laughing that evil chuckle of his, and looking at me with sparkling eyes. | couldn't stop myself from 


smiling back. 


"Not that nice, dude. | actually don't know who they were from, the card wasn't signed. Any of you have a clue 
who it might be?" 


| looked around the room as three pair of eyes looked back at me innocently and they shook their respective 


heads no. Dammit! This wasn't going to be easy. | shrugged and picked up my guitar. 
"Let's play." 


We jammed on some old, and then some new stuff, for almost three hours. Finally my shoulder had had enough 


and started to cramp. | stopped playing and looked at James. 
"Sorry, man. | need a break, my shoulder is killing me." 
"Don't apologize, take as long as you need. I'm hungry anyway." 


He headed for the kitchen, and Lars and Rob both took off from the room as well. Even though my shoulder 


did hurt, | figured it was now or never, so | followed James. He was making himself a sandwich when | walked in. 
"You taking anything for that, man? | noticed some muscle relaxants in the bathroom." 
| shook my head no. 


"Nah, I'm used to getting it adjusted on the road so | don't need the meds. Guess I'll have to go see the doc 
tomorrow. Would you mind rubbing it for me? Just a little to take the kink out?" 


| rolled my eyes at him wiping his hands on his jeans and headed toward me. 


"Sure thing, Kwirk. I'm pretty good with my hands." 


The smile on his face as he said that almost made my knees buckle. James? Could it really be him? He took 
my hand and led me to a chair, pushing me down into it. His hands felt good, and | surpressed a shudder as 

they began to roughly massage my shoulder. Neither of us spoke for almost five minutes as he rubbed and 
kneaded. He gave me a squeeze, stopped and headed back to his half-eaten snack 


"That make it better, Kirk?" 

"Yeah, much better. Thanks, Papa Het." 

Somehow | thought using the affectionate nickname might make him freak out less after | did what | was 
about to do. Unless it really is him, that is. Figuring this was my best shot, | softly walked over to where he 
was standing. 

"James?" 

He looked over at me and | quickly put my arms around his waist, reaching up to give him a kiss. | kept my 
tongue in my own mouth, but it was still sensual and hot. His lips tasted like honey mustard, sweet and spicy 
all at once. | pulled back before | lost what little self-control | still had, and looked up to check his reaction. 
"Uh, Kirk? What the fuck was that?" 


He was looking at me like | had grown a second head. 


"I just.. L.uhhhhhhhh, it was just a th-thank you for my shoulder. You did a g-good job, it feels much b- 
better." 


Great, now I'm stuttering. | turned and almost ran from the room before he decided to deck me. At least now | 
knew it wasn't him. One down, two to go. | headed back down the hallway and ran, literally, into Rob. He smiled 
and put his hands on my upper arms. 

"Kirk! Come look at the new board | bought this afternoon" 

| followed him to the parking lot thinking about the great timing. Plus, | did want to see his new surfboard. He 
led me to his car and proudly pointed to his new prize possession He was so excited he was bouncing as we 


walked. 


"Isn't it awesome? | ordered it last week and it finally came in today. Can't wait to try it out. You wanna go 


surfing tomorrow afternoon?" 
| smiled at his enthusiasm and nodded, admiring the new board. 


‘I'm always up for surfing, Tru. You should know that after all this time. She's a beauty, man’ 


He laughed and put his hand around the back of my neck. 


"We have been friends for a long time, haven't we. Sometimes | forget | had a life before we met. | should 


thank Mark again for introducing us." 


| looked into his dark eyes and melted. My decision to kiss him right then wasn't just to see if he sent the 
flowers. | grasped his shoulders and pulled him to me, kissing him deeply. This time | didn't keep my tongue in 
my own mouth, either. | licked his lips and when | wasn't met with resistance, slid my tongue into his mouth. | 
couldn't stop the moan that escaped my throat as | pressed myself closer. He responded for a few seconds, 


then gently pushed me away. 
"Kirk? What are you doing, dude? You know l'm not into guys.’ 


My heart sank as | looked at him. | hadn't realized until that moment how much | was hoping it would turn out 


to be him. | shook my head and stared at the ground. 


‘lm so sorry, Tru. Don't know what got into me, it won't happen again. You still want to surf tomorrow? Ill 


understand if you don't." 


He didn't respond, just stood there staring at me with a funny look on his face. | walked away, back towards 
HQ, assuming the answer to my question about surfing with him was no. l'm such an idiot! What if I've lost 
Rob's friendship over some fucking flowers? At least now | know it was Lars who sent them. And, that's not 
such a bad thing. We had a good relationship before, comfortable and loving. Might be rice to start it up again. 
I'm gonna kill him for making me kiss everyone, though. He would have known I'd guess him last. | just have to 


go find him. 


Not too surprisingly, | found him in his office, talking on his cell phone. He looked up when | walked in and 
finished the call quickly, smiling at me as he hung up. 


"Kirk! You sounded great tonight, babe. How's your shoulder?" 

"Better since James worked on it for me. He can do wonders with those hands." 

He laughed and winked 

"lil just bet he can Did he send you to drag me back to practice more? I've still got one last call to make.” 
He was still babbling like typical Lars, but | wasn't listening anymore. He knew | had gone to the kitchen after 
James, so he must have assumed, correctly, that | kissed him. Did he not see me with Rob? His window 


overlooked the parking lot, he couldn't have missed us. Why was he still acting like nothing happened? He should 
be admitting he's the one, or teasing me about kissing the other guys. 


Throwing my hands in the air in frustration | stomped over to him and grabbed the front of his bright orange 
t-shirt. Pushing him down on his desk, | kissed him with everything | had. Reaching down with my free hand, | 
began to squeeze and rub his crotch, and smiled to myself when he quickly got hard. He wrapped his legs 
against me, resting them under my ass and pulled me closer to his body. | took both his hands and pinned 
them down above his head, and began slowly rubbing our dicks against each other. It felt amazing even with 
our clothes on. After several minutes of making out, he pulled back and sighed happily, looking up at me with 
lust-filled green eyes. 


"What brought this on, babe? You always were a horny little tomcat, and l'm not complaining, but | thought we 
agreed to just being friends." 


"Funny, asshole. Did you get off watching me kiss James and Rob? Take pictures for a future issue of So 


What, maybe?" 
Now that | had kissed him, some of the anger | felt disappeared. | licked his neck and ears. 


"The flowers are gorgeous, Uli. Thanks. But, why the silly game? Why not just tell me you want to get back 
together?" 


The look on his face has gone from horny to confused. 


"You mean the flowers you said you got earlier, Kirk? | told you | didn't send them. | haven't sent you flowers 
for a long time, babe. Not since we broke up." 


| stopped in mid-sentence and stood up. Now | was the one who looked confused. Walking slowly to a chair, | 


flung myself into it, and closed my eyes. What the hell is going on? 

Lars quietly came over to me and sat on the floor. 

"Kirk? You want to tell me what's going on?" 

| don't know, Uli. | told you | got flowers this afternoon, but | lied about the card. There was one. Said it was 
from one of my bandmates, and that he wanted to be more than friends. Said that if | kissed him tonight at 
practice he would tell me who he was. But, | kissed all three of you and it isn't any of you. I'm really sorry, 
Lars. | shouldn't have kissed you." 

| shook my head sadly. I'd been lonely lately, and the thought of actually dating someone instead of just picking 
up guys in a bar sounded great. The flowers must have been someone playing a practical joke on me, only | 


wasn't laughing. 


"Hey." 


Lars had put his hand on my leg and was speaking softly 

"Im really sorry, babe. But, at least you got some flowers out of it! 

He grinned, reaching up to ruffle my hair, and | couldn't help but smile back 
"Kirk! Lars! You gonna practice tonight, or what?" 


Apparently James was done eating. Lars took my hand and dragged me back down to the rehearsal room, 


where we played until almost midnight. 

We finally decided to call it a night. Everybody started packing up their stuff, ready to take the weekend off. 
We all said our good nights, and | headed to my office to pick up some paperwork to take home. | had almost 
everything gathered up, when | heard my door open and shut. | turned and looked at my visitor. 

"Thought you left with everyone else." 

He looked nervous, like something was bothering him. 

"I had some stuff to finish up. Thought I'd come check on you, make sure you were okay." 

"Why wouldn't | be?" 

| hadn't meant to snap at him, but | was tired and | wanted the day from hell to end. | turned my back on him 
and went back to my stack of papers. They were ready to go, but | wasn't in a talkative mood, especially after 
the evening's earlier events. So | kept digging around my desk, pretending to do something, until | felt a hand on 
my shoulder. | turned and looked at him with questioning eyes. 

"Look, Kirk..| need to talk to you. Tell you something." 

He looked so serious that my curiosity got the better of me. | leaned back against the desk with my arms 
crossed, waiting for him to say what was on his mind. When he just stood there, silent and still looking 


apprehensive, | decided to speak first. 


"Look, if this is about earlier, | already apologized. | shouldn't have kissed you, and | won't do it again. Can't we 
just drop it?" 


He looked me in the eye and slowly shook his head. 
"No, | don't want to drop it. But, if you're not going to kiss me again..... 


His voice trailed off and he closed the gap between us quickly. | barely noticed he had moved before | felt 


strong arms wrap around me, and just as suddenly he was kissing me. Not a gentle kiss from a friend, either. 
This was a heart felt, soul deep, hot as hell kiss that set my mouth on fire and left me gasping for air. His 
hands wandered down my back, warming it with his touch as his mouth continued searing mine, holding me as 
close to his body as possible without us morphing into one being. My earlier thoughts of flowers and secret 
admirers and possible lost friendships left my brain in a lust induced haze. Oh, hell, ALL thoughts were draining 
from my head except for the pesky one that insisted | needed oxygen 


When | pulled back to take a breath, he grabbed the front of my shirt and ripped it open with such force 
buttons flew across the room. Bending down, he started to kiss and lick my nipples, at the same time pushing 
me backwards with his strong hands towards the over-stuffed sofa When we arrived at our destination, he 


laid me down and eagerly tugged off my pants. My arousal grew even stronger as | watched him gaze at my 


naked body. 
"Want you. So fucking beautiful. Strip." 


He laughed at my failed attempt at coherency, but did as | requested. Slowly, he grasped the bottom of his 
shirt and pulled it over the top of his head, then tossed it aside. Somewhere in the fog that was encompassing 
my mind | imagined him as a stripper, wrapping himself around a pole while sensually peeling the rest of his 
clothing off one article at a time, then discarding them like yesterday's trash. Finally he was naked, and | was 


drooling at the sight of him, so beautiful and hard, so close. Reaching out | took his hand and pulled him down 


to me. 


He straddled me with his strong, muscled legs, sitting on my stomach and leering down at me like | was a 
sacrificial lamb. He began playing with my nipples again, this time using his fingers to make them hard. Bastard 
knows how sensitive they are, | can't even go shirtless on stage. | was moaning and writhing with pleasure, the 


movements causing my cock to grind against his tight ass, the sensations making my head spin 
"Come closer, baby. Want you." 


| put my hands on his hips and nudged him forward, compelling him to crawl up my body until | could reach 
what | was hungry for. | lightly flicked my tongue over the sensitive slit while running my hands up and down 
the backs of his thighs. Helpless, eager sounds came from him as | tugged him even closer and took him in my 
mouth. Just the head at first, lightly sucking and gently kissing. When he began trying to shove more of 
himself past my lips, | set about licking from the tip down to the base, stopping to suck on his balls before 
working my way back to the tip, which was leaking copiously. | lapped it up like it was nectar and made another 
trip down and up the thick shaft. Now | had him moaning even louder and begging for release, so | tightened 
my grasp, gave a hard shove, and sucked his cock all the way down my throat. | felt a small stab of 


satisfaction when my actions got the desired response. 
"KIRRRRRRRKKKKI!! Oh, fuck, you're so fucking hot!" 


| smiled as much as possible with my mouth full of his dick. He tasted so good, and he was fucking my mouth 
so hard | thought he would hit my tonsils on the next thrust. | felt his balls tighten and wrapped my arms 


firmly around his hips as | waited to feel the warmth slide down my throat, only to feel him pull out instead. 
For about the 24th time that day, | was confused as hell. 


"You don't want me to finish?" 
He just smiled in response, grabbing a fistful of my hair and pulling me to the floor. 


"Not enough room up there for what | want to do, hot lips, and | want to see if all the years of yoga made 


you as flexible as you claim." 


He reached up and grabbed some pillows, tossing them to the ground. Placing both hands on my hips, he raised 
them up and pushed the pillows under me with his knee. Then he placed my left leg over the leg of the sofa 
and hooked the right one over his shoulder, stretching me open beneath him. 


"So beautiful, Kirk. I've wanted you for so long." 


He slowly ran his hands over my tatts, then lightly traced the path with his tongue. My breathing was getting 
more labored, his feathery touch almost too much for my body to handle. 


"Please, babe. Please! Do something. Anything. Just touch mel!” 


| was arching myself up into him, trembling with need. Placing his hand on my stomach, he stilled me with a 
gentle, but firm, touch. 


“Shhhhhh. I've waited a long time for this, there's no hurry. We have all night” 


His hand left my belly and traveled south, stopping to play with the piercing in my navel on the way. | was 
almost sobbing with frustration and need, but he showed no signs of going any faster. Slowly moving downward, 
he cupped my cock in a firm grip and leaned in to kiss the tip. Okay, screaming now, at least on the inside. He 
wrapped his tongue around it and devoured me with deliciously deliberate strokes, giving the end a slight nip 
each time his mouth arrived there. Just as | felt my orgasm approaching, | felt him reposition himself and 


begin sucking on my balls. 


| didn't manage to keep that one inside, trust me. | might have shattered a glass back in the kitchen. | could 
feel him chuckle against my sensitive skin, and then felt his tongue going even lower. Taking my ass in both 
hands, he raised me even higher and began lightly flicking the tip of his tongue over my entrance. My hands 
were gripping the pillows with unabashed fervor as | tossed and shifted, trying to impale myself on his tongue. 
The light, kitten licks were making me dizzy with desire. 


"So hot, Kirk Taste so good. You ready for me to fuck you?" 


Somehow he was managing to lick me and talk at the same time. At least | think he is. My brain is so frazzled 


it could be Yoda fucking me and | wouldn't realize it. 

Or care. 

"Yes. Yes. Yes. I'm ready! Fuck me now! Please!!" 

Yes, I'm begging. | would have willingly offered him my first-born at this point. 

He moved from between my legs, causing me to cry out in frustration He chuckled again, lightly patting my 
hip as he reached into the end table and got the lube. Placing one hand on my shoulder and the other on my 
hip, he tossed me over on my stomach, rearranging the pillows underneath me. | felt his hands on the insides 
of my ankles, then they slowly glided up until he reached my thighs. He gently massaged them, then pushed 
them outward until | was completely spread out and vulnerable. 

"You've got such a beautiful ass, babe. Can't wait to fuck you." 

"So stop fucking waiting and fucking fuck me!" 

| don't know if | screamed that out loud or not. If | did, it didn't phase him. He just kept slowly caressing my 
ass, which | have to admit felt damn good. The stroking abruptly stopped and | felt his hand on the small of 
my back, holding me in place. Then he leaned down to my ear, his hot breath against me making me shudder 
once again as he gruffly whispered. 

"The gentle part is over, Kirk You sure you're ready for me?" 

The evil undertone of his voice should have terrified me. Instead it turned me on more than | already was. 
"Take me. Make me yours." 

| felt a finger slide inside me, slicked with lube. After a few slow thrusts, he harshly entered a second finger, 
and then a third. His fingers were immersed inside me now, his callused fingertips roughly stretching me and 
causing me to mewl like a kitten. | hadn't cum even once, yet somehow | was too spent to move. | felt his 
fingers slip out, leaving me feeling hollow and cold. 

His hands holding me in position, he placed the tip of his cock at my entrance. He felt so thick and hard against 
me, I'd never wanted anything as badly as | wanted him at that moment. | was ready to plead with him again, 
when he tightened his grip and slammed in fast and rough, all the way with one smooth thrust. | gasped and 
howled from the shock and surprise, barely having time to adjust before he pulled out and rammed in again. 


And again. 


And again. 


He was fucking me fast and furious, assaulting my prostate with each thrust. All the cocaine in San Francisco 
couldn't have given me the rush | was feeling. The part of my brain that controls speech had apparently 
ceased functioning as | was muttering random, unintelligible words. Some of them possibly not in English. My 
paramour, on the other hand, couldn't seem to shut up. 


My name sounded like it was being ripped from his throat by a pair of rust-covered pliers as he emptied 
himself deep inside me, his body jerking in uncontrollable spasms for several long minutes before he fell, spent, 
on top of me. Realizing | wasn't finished, he reached under me and wrapped his large hand around my cock. | 


was so close it only took 3 quick tugs before | lost it as well. 


Usually loud as hell when | cum, | could barely eke out a whimper as | emptied my seed on the pillows and his 
hand. | laid there, completely drained and shaking from the intensity of it. I've had numerous sexual encounters 
in my life, with both men and women. l'm a famous rock star after all. But none of them compared to what | 


had just experienced with this man. 


It seemed like hours passed as we laid next to each other on the floor, but in reality it was only a few 
minutes. Leaning over, he kissed the small of my back, then gently picked me up and laid me back on the sofa. 
After cleaning us both off with several handfuls of tissues, he laid down next to me, wrapping his strong arms 
around my waist and pulling me close. | put my head on his shoulder and asked the questions | wanted to ask 


earlier. Before he decided to fuck me into oblivion instead of talking. 


"Why all the mystery? And why did | have to kiss all of you? | love the flowers, they're breath-taking, but 


couldn't you have just told me?" 

He smiled back at me, his eyes sparkling. 

"You have no idea how many times | came close to just blurting out my feelings. But | had no idea how you 
felt, and | wasn't ready to get my heart broken. | figured this way, if you weren't interested, you just wouldn't 
kiss me. And it was fun watching you sneak around kissing all of us, | gotta admit" 

"But you didn't tell me it was you when | did kiss you. Didn't even follow your own rules, you prick" 

Now he was laughing out loud. 

‘I'm sorry. | honestly meant to tell you if you kissed me, but then when you did, | just freaked. | honestly didn't 
expect you To do it, and | was still half-afraid of rejection, | guess. And then | decided it was easier to show 


you with action than with words." 


His voiced lowered and softened. 


"That's why | followed you up here." 

He shrugged and kissed the top of my head. 

"Get some sleep, Hot Lips. We can talk all you want in the morning over breakfast." 
"Can | ask you one more question?” 

He sighed and stifled a yawn, 

"One. Then we're going to sleep." 

"Does this mean we are going surfing tomorrow?" 
He rolled his brown eyes and shook his head. 

"Yes, we're going surfing tomorrow." 

| smiled and settled in. He was right, | did need sleep. 
"Night, Rob." 


"Night, Kirk." 


